In the street she became more normal for a moment and
seemed to have forgotten what was on her mind. The rain
had stopped and a few stars appeared between the clouds.
In the darkness the two women talked with animation, quite
ignoring Antoine's presence. Though she was walking with
her arm in his, Yvette had almost forgotten him, for she was
expressing herself with a freedom that surprised him and
made him rather thoughtful. No doubt the darkness gave
the two friends the illusion that they were alone. Talking of
a couple whom they knew they discussed their private life in
detail, commenting on the most scabrous episodes in the
coarsest terms and with bursts of salacious laughter. As
coming from Yvette, the vulgarity of language and accep-
tance of the grosser brutalities of life deeply shocked
Antoine.

At the far end of the Rue de la Rochefoucauld Flora fell
silent and did not speak again except to repeat her determina-
tion to settle her account with Paul. At the Pomme d*Adam>
where the price of dinner was five hundred francs without
wine, the diners were about half-way through their meal.
M. Tiercelin, who had just returned from a game of cards
in a cafe in the Rue Fontaine, was exchanging polite small
talk with his regular clients. He was a man of fifty-five with
immaculate white hair. Always well-dressed, he looked like
a prosperous business man. His intimates called him
Tierce-au-Dix, the allusion being to the brothel kept by his
sister near by, which was numbered Ten. Five years ago he
had set up house with a little inmate of his sister's establish-
ment who was extremely useful to him in running his
restaurant. As he passed the table where two German
officers were dining with their women, Tiercelin greeted
them with a slight bow and a faint smile that expanded
considerably when they had replied to his salutation.
Antoine and his two companions, without stopping in the
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